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1988. We just got back from tour. 

Dave decided it would be a wonderful idea if we wouldn't let the drugs we had go to waste, so practically the 
minute we were in our house, the suitcases and bags thrown on the floor, Dave got out everything we had on 
our coffee table in the living room. | sat on the couch next to him as he reached for the broken mirror laying 


in the corner, next to two blades. 


"Hey, how about we snorting a few lines, then going clubbing?" 


Well, seemed okay, considering we didn't have any kind of alcohol at home right now. 


So yep. | agreed. (But he probably would have dragged me there even if | said no) 
He gave me a kiss and started pouring cocaine on the mirror, and made a line. He went first, then made 


another one for me. Then repeat. Two times. 


After that, it seemed like we won't get out tonight, ‘cause he practically jumped me. 
We made out on the couch, then slowly but steadily he pushed me down on it, got both of us naked, spread 


my legs and fucked me senseless. 


We dressed again and hit the road. 


Just so you know, you shouldn't ever drive while you are on coke. Never. Just a friendly advice. 
We actually got there in one piece. Headed for the bar in the minute we discovered where it was. 


It didn't take much time and girls were throwing themselves at us. | didn't care about them. Now | just wanted 
alcohol and some more drugs. 

| stared at Dave, who had his hands around some airhead blonde's waist, and it was a miracle his eyes didn't 
fall out from staring at the girl's cleavage so hard. Meh. | decided I'll just get more Jack for myself. | wasn't in 


the mood for that kind of shit. 


That always happened when | glanced at Dave with a girl or two at his side. That, or | just wandered away to 
find the guy in the back of the club who gave you drugs if you gave him a blowjob in the back alley. 


Hours passed. By midnight, or | AM that "dealer" guy and | had three encounters with each other. On the third 
he was surprised | was still there, and functioning. He already gave me more coke, meth, | think, and finally he 


just gave some of the "lighter stuff". 


Dave was either at the bar or next to a chick. Right now, woohoo, plot twist, he was at the bar, with a chick! 
| was looking at them from a few feet distance, while he ordered drinks and "entertained" the girl. She was 
giggling stupidly, if | tried hard enough, | could probably hear it over the music. They probably didn't notice me 
staring at them. 

Some girl, or right now, a guy could come here and "entertain" me too. | wouldn't mind a hand or two on my 


ass either, like that bitch... 


| drank more. | started to wonder when will | pass out when | heard this stupid song playing, for at least the 
oth time this night, | swear. That Pixies song that came out nowadays, made no fucking sense, and every radio 
station loved. By now | probably had the whole lyrics memorised. 


Dave and blondie were gone again. 


| noticed a guy heading towards the bar. He reminded me so much of Hetfield | stared at him for a bit while 
he ordered and drank. Then we started talking. Kinda. Then kissing. 
| love drunk smooching. You don't even care about anything but your partner. Or actually, you don't even care 


who your partner is. 


| don't know if people stared at us. Probably not. We both had long hair, | was fucking petite compared to him, 
and we were pressed together pretty thight. (ooh, and he even had one of his hands on my ass.) If you were 


drunk enough you could just walk past us and never notice that we are both guys. 


Well, except if you are Dave. 


He was there again, a chick still present, and probably forgot about her when he saw me. He could spot me 
from miles. 

He just made a bee-line towards us and peeled one of my hands from the guy's hair. We both looked at him. 
"Hey dude. Who's your new friend?" He stared directly in my eyes. 

"Uhm. Mick" | silently prayed to anyone who listened that | remembered his name correctly. 

"I see." He looked at us. ‘Mick' didn't correct me, so | suppose he was actually called that. Hooray for me. "Well, 
good to meet you. Anyway, we have to talk about the rent." He grabbed my wrist. "Now" He dragged me out. 


| still don't know how, but we made it to his car. What's even more surprising, he's been driving for at least 


five minutes, and he hadn't said anything to me, and we didn't already die in a tragic car accident. 


When we stopped at a red light, he looked at me. 

"Why did a Hetfield-lookalike had his tongue down your throat?" 

"Why not? You were busy groping and probably fucking girls, so | figured I'd go and find some fun for myself. 
Anyway, how many did you get tonight?" 

The light turned green. He stepped on the gas. 

"Three, if | count you in" 

"Fuck you." 

"Oh, actually, you know what? | sent one girl out once to find that guy that gives you stuff for blowjobs and 
such. She came back with empty hands and an excuse that sounded like ‘sorry babe, he was busy with some 
blonde guy... And by then you were nowhere to be seen. And some time later, you both appeared. | saw you 
coming back together. Fun, ain't it?" 

"Yeah, fucking fun 

"You clearly don't understand the fucking difference between being a whore and being my whore. How come 
you still don't have herpes?" Now that set me off. 

"And you clearly don't understand what the fuck relationships mean. But | don't fucking blame you, and | don't 
fucking care. And oh, I'm fucking surprised, how the fuck haven't you died of AIDS yet?" 

"Oooh, just calm the fuck down" 

"Fine. See if you'll get to fuck me again tonight." 

He didn't talk after that, only when we were finally home. 


Silent treatment. How original. 


When | got out of the car, | almost collapsed. Just like that. | bet Dave would have laughed his ass off if | 
would have fell on my face on the concrete. 

But he just came over to me and put his hands around me. 

"How much did you take? And of what?" He murmured in my ear. 

"Coke, meth, beers, Jack, lots of stuff. Even smoked something that dealer guy gave me for the last time." 
"Oh babe, you are fucking smashed." He chuckled. "Even | didn't have that much stuff." 


| growled. 


"Let's get you inside." 

"Hey... Just.. Sorry.” 

"Nah, | get it. If | can fuck around, then why can't you, right?" He planted a kiss on the top of my head. 
At the door we looked into each other's eyes. He just gave me a kiss, while he dragged me inside. After he 
locked the door he pushed me up against it. 


"Where is your mind, David?" He gave me a kiss. In no freaking time we were frenching like horny teenagers. 
His hands slowly wandered to my ass, and he put my legs around his hips. He got a better grip on me, and 
pushed me harder against the door, the keys still in the lock clinking. 

"You're gonna drop me." | said when he started biting my neck 

Hell, it was a miracle that none of us passed out yet and we were still functioning. With that much alcohol and 
drugs in our system.. Wow. 

"| won't" He only stopped to tell this. Again, he was sucking and licking. 

| pulled his hair. "You will. Put me down." 

"Fine, fucker." 

But we didn't even make it to the couch. We just continued after a few steps. Well, it's not like he haven't 
fucked me on the floor before. 


Soon | was beneath him with spread legs. Again. My necklaces turned around my neck, they clinked on the floor 


everytime | moved. 


Dave got rid of my sneakers, my jeans and my underwear. While he was getting rid of his shirt, he sat back 
on his heels. | somehow straightened up and peeled off my leather jacket and T-shirt. 


His jeans were still not off, he was probably kneeling on them, his shoes still on too when he pushed two of his 
fingers in my mouth. He didn't have to tell me to lick and suck, even for our first time | did before him saying 
anything. 

"You are fucking hot" He pulled his hand away, kissed me and bit down on my lip. 


Things went as always. No protection, saliva functioning as lube. 


My feet were on his shoulders now. | moaned when he slid down, his cock brushing against mine, and my legs 


sliding further on his shoulders, now the back of my knees were at his collarbones. 


He started fingering me. One for like a freaking second, then already two. Quick as always. 
He spat in his hand, ‘lubed’ himself up and slowly slid inside. After he was fully in, he gave me a few seconds 
to get used to him. 


He leaned in to kiss me, practically bending me in half. | moaned his name. 

He stared into my eyes. Lust-filled. Just like his. 

"With your feet in the air and your head on the ground." He said in a hushed voice and smirked. 

Oh god, fuck that song, every single line of it, it didn't make any sense and everyone have heard it too much 


"Please.. Dave." 
That's my man. Waiting for my permission. As soon as | said those words he started thrusting in me. Getting 
faster with each time he slid inside me again. 


After a few minutes of skin slapping against skin, us grabbing at each other and me making sounds like the 
cheapest slut, he slowed down. 

"The fuck are you doing?" | groaned in displeasure. 

He sat back on his heels, his cock almost completely sliding out, my feet coming off of his shoulders. | put 
them around his waist and pulled him closer. 


"This" He said as he thrusted in me again. 


| arched my back, and he leaned over me. One of his arms going under me, and he was bracing himself on the 


floor with the other, leaning on his elbow. 


My hands were scratching on his back, leaving pretty red lines all over it, and sometimes | was pulling at his 
hair. Then he decided to bit on my neck and shoulders again. He left one or two hickeys there. I'm pretty sure 
one was exactly over my collarbones. 


"You're mine.." He growled into my ear. 


It didn't take much now, we came a second or two difference from each other. Me on my stomach, him in my 


ass. Deep moans, deep sighs, and each other's names on our lips. 
He pulled out, collapsed on top of me, and both of us tried to catch our breath. 


When we both calmed down | sighed and put my hands around him. | turned my head a bit and murmured in 
his hair. 

"| love you." 

He looked up and kissed me. 

"I love you too." There came another kiss. When he felt me smiling during it, he did too. 


We just stayed there for a while. Saying nothing. Cuddling. 

Then | ruined the moment and told him | was cold. He wiped our stomachs clean with his shirt, finally pulled 
her sneakers and jeans off properly and helped me up. Oh, what a gentleman.. Fucks me like I'm a filthy whore, 
but still treats me gently. Well, sometimes. 


Anyway, l'm lucky as fuck. 


He led me to our bedroom, my hand in his. We fell onto our bed together, snuggled up to each other again, and 
slowly fell asleep. 


